ISABELLE'S MARRIAGE

say it out loud here, but I think it. They ought all to be put down at
that age. They're all turned stupid by garrison life, tropical suns, fall-
ing off horses, and discipline. They look splendid, of course. But their
grey matter has turned to granite. From time to time there's an excep-
tion: Gallieni, Foch. But they're strategists; that's different. And the
proof of the matter is ..."

Towards the end of the day Anatole Rousseau liked to relax for a
few moments and philosophize about this and that, uttering facile
sentences to some member of his staff, and particularly to Simon whom
he regarded as the intellectual of his team. This gave him the im-
pression of keeping in touch with trends of ideas.

"The fact is that no soldier," he went on, "has ever made a good
Minister of War. Take GallifTet. Chaos. Consider the Lyautey ex-
periment. What good was that? What keeps you young, you see, is
power and political strife. In politics one's not fighting against rifles,
but against men. You remember what Bergson says about true time
and clock time? Well, soldiers live like their clocks ... Give me the
file on retirements."

Then, having looked at the papers, he said suddenly: "But, La
Monnerie ... La Monnerie... Tell me, didn't your La Monnerie have
some trouble at the time of the Inventories?"

"Perhaps he did, sir; indeed I seem to remember ..." replied Simon,
who could not understand why, after a four-years war and a million
and a half killed, people should still attach so much importance to this
ancient chapter of contemporary history.

"Yes, and he was clearly an anti-Dreyfusard. Really, my dear
Lachaume, do you want me to get into trouble with the Radicals?
Take care; your friendships in the Faubourg Saint-Germain will ruin
you. Are you in love in that quarter, that you're so determined to
please them?"

Simon vaguely indicated a negative. The Minister watched him,
smiling paternally.

" Well, we all start the same way!" he went on. "Of course, the little
countesses! They introduce us to a lot of people with historic names
who look at us as if we were some strange kind of animal. We are
flattered. Then we suddenly begin to realize what a waste of time
those people are! Even though they've always an air of spitting on the
Republic, they've always something to ask of it."

He went on smiling at Simon's large, rather embarrassed head, at his
own memories and at his experience of life. Then he suddenly became
serious again.

"Oh, while I .remember," he said, clicking his fingers, "about the
luncheon with Schoudler the day after tomorrow, I'd prefer it to take
place somewhere outside the Ministry. Book me a private room for
five at Larue,"
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